Ghor, of Jenghiz Khan, Hulagu and Timur the
Tartar debouched over the plains of India, seven
or eight centuries ago. But where are the palaces
and monuments and mosques that might for a
moment detain the eye of the passing traveller ?
Here is no great edifice built of stone by the
hands of faith, nothing noble or permanent, no
comment on immortality carved into the walls
or on the pillars of tombs. Peshawar is a
draggled daughter of joy who hails each passer-by
with the same voice and remembers the face of
no man. To-morrow or the next day, all the
structures seem to say, we shall be gone. Here
within twelve miles of a cirque of blue moun-
tains that will guard the north-west frontier of
Hindustan until the world tumbles into cata-
clysmic night, here at the mouth of the most
important strategic valley on the planet, Pesha-
war huddles with an air as temporary as a resting
camel-train, a city where no one seems really to
live.

And the thousand and first sin of her people ?
That is the sin of faithlessness. The Pathans of
Peshawar seem utterly fickle. As their city wears
no single garment of permanence, so her inhabi-
tants have no ethical stability. They are rich,
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